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Yet bears he still his parents' stately gifts,
A horned head, cloven feet, and thousand eyes
Some gazing still, some winking wily shifts,
With long large ears where never rumour dies.
His horned head doth seem the heaven to spite*
His cloven foot doth never tread aright.

Thus, half a man, with men he daily haunts,
Cloth'd in the shape which soonest may deceives
Thus, half a beast, each beastly vice he plants
In those weak hearts that his advice receive.
He prowls each place, still in new colours deckt
Sucking one's ill, another to infect,

To narrow breasts he comes all wrapt in gain;
To swelling hearts he shines in Honour's fire:
To open eyes all beauties he^ doth rain,
Creeping to each with flattering of desire.
But, for that love is worst which rules the eyes,
Thereon his name, there his chief triumph lies.

Millions of years this old drivel Cupid lives,

While still more wretch, more wicked he doth prove;

Till now at length that Jove him office givesf

At Juno's suit who much did Argus love,

In this our world a hangman for to be

Of all those fools that will have all they see.

Complaint of Low

LOVED I am, and yet complain of Love,
As, loving not, accus'd in love I die.
When pity most I crave I cruel prove;
Still seeking love, love found, as much I fly.
Burnt in myself I muse at others' fire,
What I call wrong I do the same and more}
Barr'd of my will, I have beyond desire;
I wail for want and yet am choked with store.
This is thy work, thou god for ever blind,
Though thousands old, a Boy entitled still:
Thus children do the silly birds they find
With stroking hurt and too much cramming k
Yet thus much love, O Love, I crave of thee:
Let me be loved, or else not loved be.